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often caked with mud. In his attic there was
always a close stuffy smell, terrible untidiness, his
bed where he used to lie, his hands behind his
head, looking up at the attic roof, staring and
thinking, sadly tumbled, Judith never came
into the room but she longed to set about it with
a scrubbing brush and a pail of water. But she
loved him none the less* his fat loose body, his
kindly, large, wondering eyes. He was generous
and soft-hearted like his mother, but so often like
something that had lost its way. He moved at
times as though he were blind. I le was a dreamer
like Francis, but what an incongruous comparison
he made with that slim^ elegant, severe figure!
And he had told her once that if he were afraid of
anyone in the world it was of Francis*

Then one evening she came up to his attic and
found him lying on his bed, his coat off, his shoes
off, his stockings half-way down his legs* and he
was talking to himself, while a long drunken candle
guttered on a chair beside the bed*

She herself held a candle* She stood for a
moment listening to him:

* Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord!' he was saying, * I am
a sinner* I have no courage in my heart I am
a poor wretch* Oh, damnation! Damnation!
I long in my heart after women and go the way I
should not! Oh, Lord, Lord! , . 7

She stopped this peroration by crying in a
very solemn voice: * I am the Devil ana have
come for your soul, O Reuben! * and he, hearing
her, jumped from the bed and stood blinking at
her like an owl*